CHAPTER   VII
THE    WELCH      EPIC
I HURRY back to the brigade. There is no dawdling
now at Boulogne. Is there not training to be done?
Has not the Irish girl from the south, whose husband
is in Egypt, and whose lover is in the Ulster Division,
written to say there is to be a mighty attack at
Cambrai next month? She should know! Many
military secrets slip out between the sheets, in war!
Despite all else said to the contrary our possible
objectives are very long and quite indefinite. We
may have to take Bourlon Wood we are told, or throw
out outposts twenty miles to the east of it. Much
will depend on the break through, most on the tanks
and cavalry. As a brigade we are trained to the
minute. We have excelled in ceremonial, we shall
excel in the harder stuff which draws its inspiration
from close order drill. The men are rested. They
have worked, drilled, manoeuvred, ~boxed, run,
marched and fed as only those can do whose hearts
are elsewhere than on their sleeves.
At wood fighting they have 'gone through it' like
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